AINGER : Any tea going ? (He sits above table R.
and pours out tea for himself.)

MILNER : I says Ainger, what is the matter with
Simmy these days ?

AINGER : I don't know.

MILNER : He's in a hell of a rage about some-
thing. Look ai the way he flared up in Second
Maths this morning, because I hadn't got my
protractor. He raved as if I had committed
the seven deadly sins and then some.

AINGER : I don't know. Liver31 should think.

MILNER : Well, I don't see why I should have to
suffer for his over-eating himself.

VINING : And what is the matter with young
VVoodley ? That kid's been going about looking
like two pen'oth of Gord !elp us, these last two
days.

AINGER : I don't know. There is something
wrong. I can't make out what it is. I can't get
a word out of him. Simmy has been pretty
hang-dog too.

MILNER : There is a bit of an atmosphere about
the place. And I've seen him lurking through
the corridors, too, in rubber-soled shoes* What's
he after ? Is it still his purity stunt ? What did
he want with you at the match on Saturday ?
I saw him come and talk to you while you were
putting your pads on, and I thought he looked
rather fed. Did you say anything to annoy him ?

AINGER : I couldn't make that out. You know
Mrs. Simmy asked Woodley and me to tea and
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